EXTREMES MEET

a touch and in the chinks wrought by time and weather
small herbs made aromatic the air. Only a few weeks
before Waterlow had driven out here and dreamed a day
dream, watching the lizards and the wild bees and at the
headland's base deliberate fishermen with a net about
their business. He had sat with his back to one of the
great fluted columns and marked where high up in a rift
of the architrave a clump of yellow toad-flax fluttered
against the azure, and how a bronze butterfly, whose name
he did not know, went coveting the honey, but was ever
cheated of it by the brisk May breeze. At the end of this
idle day he had gone back to work again among his stuffy
draperies with a conviction that for the first time since
he arrived out here he had added something of value to
the store of his memories, and that in durable riches this
solitary, idle day exceeded the sum of all those other days
when so often he would have worked hard from nine in
the morning until long after midnight. Yet, though it
had seemed such an idle day, with nothing except
spiritual profit for the mind to justify its idleness, it served
a practical purpose, for besides watching butterflies and
bees and lizards, besides rebuilding in fancy this sun-dyed
ancient fane, Waterlow had wandered along the beach
and made himself familiar with the lie of the surrounding
country. The hotel, for that was what the owner liked
to call it, was a single-storied erection built at the edge
of some level land above the shore. Several private rooms
and a large gaunt central dining-room opened on a wooden
balcony from which steps led down to the beach. This
balcony ran right round the building, roofed on the
sunny landward side and overlooking a spacious paved
terrace round which vines were trained upon a rough
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